l8o                                                           A    SHORTER    EGO
decorative note Is Ezra Winter's 6oX30-foot mural: "Based
on an Oregon Indian legend, this Shows the Upward March of
Man toward the Golden Mountain where the Author of Life
dwells beside the Fountain of Eternal Youth." (The prose is
American.) The two twenty-nine-foot chandeliers weigh two
tons each. I am indebted for this and a mass of other information
to the page-boy detailed to show me round, who looks as though
he had come out of a Richard Strauss opera. All the ushers
are men in livery, and there is a complete absence of the cow-
girls, Quakeresses, little Miss Muffetts who enliven our cinemas
at home. We are taken through banqueting halls, kitchens,
and into the Celebrity Room, where we sign the visitors' book.
Presently we attain the Balcony, so high that looking down
into the foyer is a giddy business. A panel slides back discreetly
and we find ourselves in Radio City Music-hall, which is exactly
like the interior of an airship hangar. What light there is filters
through hundreds of slats. There are six thousand two hundred
seats. The screen measures seventy feet by forty. The drop-
curtain weighs three tons. A news-budget is in progress with
the house in darkness. This over, the lights go up and we
become aware of a symphony orchestra ; I reflect that here is
' the concert hall of which Berlioz dreamt. The orchestra plays
an overture with Beechamesque punctilio, while changes of
lighting bathe the audience in a glow of tender dawn warming
to wanton sunset. The band returns hydraulically to the place
whence it came, having done great execution. A lady clad entirely
in diamonds now goes through the motions of the haute ecole
with the assistance of a dazzlingly white horse. This concluded,
we arrive at the Rockettes. There are thirty-six of them. They
are as good as the Tiller Girls. Then comes the new Fred Astaire-
Ginger Rogers picture Shall We Dance ? which I permit myself to
refrain from seeing. We emerge., having looked on something
that is potentially the greatest show on earth. One says
potentially, because a show needs an audience, and there do
not seem to be more than a couple of hundred people present.
But the place is so vast that these two hundred may actually be
two thousand. If you can't see an orchestra of seventy players